Adrienne, will you kindly
show me the picture which you are hiding behind
your back?"

"It's nothing, papa, only an old playing-card."

"Give it to me, then, since it is nothing. . . . Who
told you, Adrienne, that you might play with a photo
of your dead mother?"

"But she's not dead: that isn't true! You keep on
telling us so. I don't want her to be dead!"

"Wretched girl! Have you not even feelings of
respect for your mother? I alone can speak of her.
I alone treasure her memory."

"Don't cry, Adrienne: Francois asks you not to
cry. Do as I do."

"Don't keep your arms folded like that, Franfois.
Unfold them at once. Adrienne, I am very sure that
it is Francois who has upset you with that photo."

"I have done nothing wrong, papa."

"You are always doing wrong. There is the large
portrait of your mother in the drawing-room: is not
that enough for you? Unhappy girl! because of you I
shall tear up that photo, and you will go and ask
pardon of the portrait which hangs in the drawing-
room, her true likeness."
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